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He knocked at the door of Felicia's room
while she was washing. How was it she
managed to make a strange room so much her
own ?

" Did you have a good walk ? " he asked.
" Don't you think he's extraordinarily nice
when you get to know him ? "

" He's very queer, Bett, but I think I like
him/'

" I'm so glad. I knew you would. But
it has been rather a strain lately, hasn't
it?"

So Bettington had noticed. What had he
noticed, she wondered ? She felt that there
were depths in him that she had never sounded,
and the morning began to be a dream.

The next two days, instead of having to
be managed, gleamed with a delight of their
own, an excessive, glittering, almost hysterical
delight, as though they had drunk champagne
and were acting in a play where each brilliantly
improvised his part. Bettington was intoxi-
cated. For the first time in his life he felt
that he belonged with Felicia and Boston to
a race apart. They were finer creatures than
other men and women, breathing a rarer
air; and for the first time his longing to
leave the world something, however small,